206                    CONTA RINI FLEMING :

The marble palaces of my ancestors rose on each side,
like & series of vast and solemn temples. How sublime
were their broad fronts bathed in the mystic light, whose
softened tints concealed the ravages of Time, and made ns
dream only of their eternity ! And could these great crea-
tions ever die! I viewed them with a devotion which I
cannot believe to have been surpassed in the most patriotic
period of the Republic. How willingly would I have
given my life to have once more filled their mighty
halls with the proud retainers of their free and victorious
nobles!

As I proceeded along the canal, and retired from the
quarter of St. Mark, the sounds of merriment gradually died
away. The light string of a guitar alone tinkled in the
distance, and the lamp of a gondola, swiftly shooting by,
indicated some gay, perhaps anxious, youth, hastening to
the general rendezvous of festivity and love. The course
of the canal bent, and the moon was hid behind a broad,
thick arch, which black, yet sharply defined, spanned the
breadth of the water. I beheld the famous E/ialto.

Was it possible ? was it true ? was I not all this time in
a reverie gazing upon a drawing in Winter's studio ! Was
it not some delicious dream? some delicious dream from
which perhaps this moment I was about to be roused to
cold, dull life ? I struggled not to wake, yet, from a
nervous desire to move and put the vision to the test, 1
ordered the gondolier to row to the side of the canal,
jumped out, and hurried to the bridge. Each moment, I
expected that the arch would tremble and part, and that
the surrounding palaces would dissolve into mist, that the
lights would be extinguished and the music cease, and that I
should find myself in my old chamber in my father's house.

I hurried along; I was anxious to reach the centre of the
bridge before I woke. It seemed like the crowning incident
of a dream, which, it is remarkable, never occurs, and